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The Trigedie 

Ifcacr he hauewifc,(ct her be made 
A* mifcrablcby thcdcathofhjm, 

As I am nude by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Game now towards Ohcrticy with yoar holy load 
Taken from Panics to be interred there : 

And ft ill asyonarcawcarieof'thc waight, 

Keftyou whiles I lament King Henries coarle. 

Enter Giajier, 

Glo. Stay y on that bearethe coarle, and fetat downcj 

La. *F^hatblackcm3gitiaBconiuresvp this fiend 
To ftop denoted charitable deeds? 

GU, VillaiDc,fctdowncthecoarre,orbySaintPaul, 

lie make a ccarlc of him that difobeyes. 

Gen. My Lord ftand backcandletthccoffinpaire. 

Gh. Vnmanerd dog, fland thou when [Command; 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my baft- 
■Or by Saint Paul He ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurncvpon thee begger for thy boldncs. 

La. What do you tremble, arc you all afraidc ! 

Alas, I blameyounotforyouarc mortall, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diueif. 

Auanttboudrcadfullminiftcrofhcll, 

Tnou hadft but power oucr his mortallbodic, 

41is foule thou canft not hauc, therefore be gone. 

G/e. Sweet Saintforchariticjbenotfocurft. 

La. Foule diucljfor Gods fake hence and trouble vs not) 
For thou haft made the hippie earth thy hell « 
nid it with curling cries, and dccpccxclaimcs, 
thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds^ 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fcc,(ce dead Henries wounds^ 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afreih. 

B 1 ulli, blufh^ thou I um pe of foule dc form it ic, 

For tis thy prefencethat exhales this blood 
From cold and cmptic vcy nes w here no blood dwcis. 

T Jiy deed inhumane and vnnaturall^ 

Prouokes this dcludgc mofl vnnaturall 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reumgc bis death; 

Oh earth which thw blood dtinkft, renenges his death; 
a»cncr hcaucR with lightning ftrt ‘ 
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ofRichard the third. 

Or«rth gape open wideband cate him quickc, f 

^sthoudoeft fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
f/riich his. Hcl-goucrnd armc hath butchered. 

GU. Ladic,you know no rules of charitic, 

Which renders good for bad,blcftings for curfes, 

La. f'ilIannc,thou /^nowft no law of, God nor man; 

No bcaft fo fierce, but knowes feme touch of pittic. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bcaft. 

L*.Oh wondcrfull when dcuilstcll the truth.’' 

€lt. More wonderful! when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchrafcdiuincpcrfeiftionofa woman, 

Ofthefe fuppofed euils to giuc me leauc, 

By circumftance but to acquitc ray felfe. 

La. Fouchfafedefufed infcdlion of a man. 

For thefe knownc euils, but to giuc me Icaue, 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed felfe. 

GU. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient Icifurc to cxcufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nkc thee, thou canft make 
Nocxculc currant, bot to hang thy felfe. 

GU. By fuch.difpare 1 (hould accufe my felfe. 

La. AnA by difparing Ihouldfl thou ftand cxcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideftynwort hy flaughtcr vpon others. 

GU. Say that I flew them not. 

La. V/hy then they arc not dead: 

But dead they are, and diuelifli flaueby thee. 

G/ 0. 1 did not /l^ill your husband. 

Z 4 . Why then he isaliue. 

GU. Nay; he is dead and flainc by Edwards handi 

La. In thy foule throat thou lycft. Quccnc Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 
7‘hcwhichthouonccdidftbcndagainft herbreft, 

^ut that thy brother beat afidc the poynt. 

GU. I was prouo^ed by her flanderous to ngue 
W'hich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlcife fliouldcrs. 

La. Thou waft prouo^cd by thy bloodic minde. 

Which ncuer dreamt on oughtrbutbutchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? GU. I grant ycc. 


